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band would hold back the "tookie" until the little fellow asked for it. Often we had a moving picture show in the East Room, and here Gordon always sat on the foot-rest of the President's chair and beguiled him with childish comments.
The doctors still held to their insistence for no more work than was absolutely necessary. So we resorted to all sorts of devices to fill the hours which for so many years had been crowded with labour. The President's mind was so active he had to have something to claim its attention, and the moving pictures were a real boon. Producers from all over the country co-operated with Mr. Long, the manager of one of the Washington motion picture houses, to give a new reel any day if we should want it. Mr. Long himself came to operate a huge lantern that had been presented to the President by Douglas Fairbanks. When we left the White House my husband gave the outfit to Mr. Long together with a personal gift as an evidence of his appreciation.
Usually we would go for a motor ride in the afternoon, taking Gordon Grayson with us. These rides gave my husband the pleasure of seeing some of our "road acquaintances" again. One of these was the watchman who lived in a small frame house on the District side of the Chain Bridge. This old fellow was fat and most inert, and sat all day long on the tiny porch of his house. He occupied an armchair and rested his arms on his fat knees with hands hanging limply down, palms inward. As we approached he would make a tremendous effort, pull the hands up to rest on his knees, and when we passed he would slowly turn his wrists so the palm of the hand was exposed for a brief instant and then relax into his former and permanent position. This unique salute afforded us great amusement, and it never varied until the winter cold drove the old fellow into the house.
On the Conduit Road towards Great Falls, two little brothers kept a flag ready to raise to the top of a pole. These children knew about the time we would pass, should we